CITY OF LONDON CHURCHES

IF the confession that I have often travelled from this
Covent Garden lodging of mine on Sundays, should
give offence to those who never travel on Sundays,
they will be satisfied (I hope) by my adding that the
journeys in question were made to churches.

Not that I have any curiosity to hear powerful
preachers. Time was, when I was dragged by the
hair of my head, as one may say, to hear too many.
On summer evenings, when every flower, and tree,
and bird, might have better addressed my soft young
heart, I have in my day been caught in the palm of
a female hand by the crown, have been violently
scrubbed from the neck to the roots of the hair as a
purification for the Temple, and have then been
carried off highly charged with saponaceous elec-
tricity, to be steamed like a potato in the unventilaied
breath of the powerful Boanerges Boiler and his con-
gregation, until what small mind I had, was quite
steamed out of me. In which pitiable plight I have
been haled out of the place of meeting, at the con-
clusion of the exercises,, and catechized respecting
Boanerges Boiler, his fifthly, his sixthly, and his
seventhly, until I have regarded that reverend person
in the light of a most dismal and oppressive Charade.
Time' was, when I was carried off to platform
assemblages at which no human child, whether of
wrath or grace, could possibly keep its eyes open, and
when I felt the fatal sleep stealing, stealing over me,
76